8                        HARVEST FROM THE DESERT

attention as he had witnessed the rise and fall of the
Sikh kingdom, and with as much detachment as he
had seen the Durrani hordes ride by, undisturbed
and unmoved.

The young Police officer secretly began to
cherish the idea of living near this old man. But
the recluse maintained a forbidding reserve, and he
did not dare to suggest it. So he began let VIM? the
Sadhu, sitting quietly near him, and not .^peaking,
Day after day he came and went away again with*
out a word, as though the cool sound of the running
water and the mere presence of the holy man were
enough for him,

Meantime, his temporary stay at the ftihce
station was coming to an end, and he wan feeling
apprehensive because no suitable house had been
found. At last one day, much to hi* delight, the
Sadhu spoke to him gently; "I* there anything.
my son, you want to say ?"

"Nothing, fiofaji," said Daulat Ram. "except
that I want to live if* the shadow of your feet/*

4tThis is the abode of Sadkiu" the Baba Mid,
"and for ages past it has been so. Families cannot
enter the four-walls of this shrine: no worldly
sorrows and worldly joys disturb this home of peace/

The ripened wisdom of the ages seemed to speak
with a tongue as old as the withered roots of thr
Pipal tree, under which the Sadhu and his devotee sat

The old man looked yp and continued: ** Since
Mitra Singh, centuries ago. planted these trees, and